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these hysterical fits seized me in my studio. My door was
open, and I must have seemed demented. The memory of it
is in fact as vague as if I recalled an illness. My neighbour,
an Italian painter called Guarda Basse, looked in and was much
concerned. He insisted upon opening his last bottle of cham-
pagne for me, and begged to be allowed to send for a doctor.
"Mais, qu'est-ce que vous avez?" he kept on asking, and felt
my pulse, which was beating inordinately, and my forehead
which denoted no fever. I continued quite limp and tearful
and unable to speak for some time, and the champagne only
made me worse,
One day a gentleman in white kid gloves and extremely
smartly dressed called upon me. He was sent, he said, to
interview me for a special article. He stayed quite a while
and I found him pleasant and easy to talk to. He was in fact
so exceedingly amiable and flattering that I felt I must have
made an impression. Just at the end he ventured, and not
unpleasantly, to ask me if I would care to pay a hundred
dollars to have the interview inserted. Most people paid three
hundred, but for me, an artist. ... I was dreadfully non-
plussed ; no one had ever asked me to pay for an interview
before; besides, a hundred dollars was much too precious to
throw away. I replied that I would rather nothing at all were
published. He was very amiable and said he quite understood,
and that it did not matter in the least and so on. Shortly after-
wards the most cruel things were printed about me, and ever
after I was pursued by that paper with a venom and malice
unbelievable. I conclude that the people of whom they said
amiable things were people who had paid.
About this time I was engaged upon a bust of Herbert Swope.
He had one of the most forceful heads I have seen in the United
States. But his mode of life was Russian. He woke up late,
ate at any hour, and worked all night. When he said he would
come he did not, or came two hours later. Once he kept me
up until 2 a.m. waiting for him, and then he came only to say
that he could not come after all! Margaret, his wife, was with
him, and seeing my disappointment insisted that he should

